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CHEVRON was even more beautiful in winter than in
summer; so Sebastian thought. (But then, what-
ever the season, Sebastian always decided that it
suited Chevron better than any other season.) He
had now been there for two days alone with his
mother and Viola, and, as usual, had forgotten all
about London and was deep in his Chevron mood*
He had a full day left, before the Christmas party
arrived by the six o'clock train. He had looked
forward to this party, having arranged in his own
mind that matters should come to a head between
himself and Teresa, but now it merely irritated him
to think that by the evening the house would be full
of people, even though Teresa should be of their
number* He had long since discovered why he
resented parties at Chevron, although in his sar-
donic way he could enjoy them elsewhere; it was
because they forced him to mingle the two sides of
himself, for Sebastian was honest enough to dis-
like mixing his manners. He could come to terms
with himself only if he kept his two selves sharply
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